Richard had ambition, a certain affection but small reverence. He was a
good specimen of minister's son, too. His mother was older than his father
and more intellectual, I believe. She adored her son and never tired of
quoting him. He was quotable; I will say that for him, although Aunt
Susan continually did overdo Richard. Mothers are apt to have the habit
of overdoing their sons.
His father found a boarding place for me at the Watermans', a block
away on Vincennes Avenue. I got my clothes into a wheelbarrow one
night late with Dick's help and we started down the deserted boulevard.
It was so smooth I proposed to beat him the two blocks to the corner, I
wheeling the barrow. We lit out. And I did beat him but in trying to turn
to Vincennes, over went wheelbarrow, clothes, helter-skelter into the dirty
street, myself following head first in a cruel slide as though I'd been shot
out of a cannon, Dick tumbling after doing a cart-wheel into the wreck.
Both of us were scratched and scraped, not hurt. Laughing—we were
always laughing—we gathered dusty underwear, ties, Sunday clothes,
shirts far and wide as the wind entered into the spirit of the thing and
carried on ... that boulevard dust in my things as near permanent as
any dye.
The Watermans' was a quiet, decent place. I saw Harry, a lad nearly my
own age, once in a while. But they were all rather pessimistic folk, sad-
dened, it seemed to me, by something of a family nature. Did it follow me
everywhere, or did I see it because of my own experience?
Richard and I went about together. Dick knew the ropes as Dick knew
how to laugh. We would get to laughing and keep at it, the bait going to
and fro between us until both were tired out.
And there was quite a social life going on at the church. Evening
events, lectures and meetings of one sort or another. Sociables. Browning
classes. I got 'Rabbi Ben Ezra' into my system about that time and The
Ring and the Book'. Study classes of all kinds. All Souls had a circulating
library, was a neighbourhood centre in which were many activities intel-
lectual, social and literary. A kindergarten there too. The church was
never closed.
My uncle's soul seemed a sort of spiritual dynamo that never rested.
His preaching, like grandfather's, had force and fervour. And brains, but
I began to suspect him of sentimentality. But he was evidently becoming
an active spiritual force in Chicago, his influence rapidly on the increase.
Cecil was often taking me home and we went to the Apollo Club Con-
certs or any good concert wherever we could find one. And to theatres
sometimes. I had then, as now, a passion for the theatre as for music.
The work in the office was easy for me and I soon made myself useful.
We took on a new man about that time, a few months after I had entered
—George Maher. He had asked Silsbee for eighteen dollars a week and
got it as he had much experience. After three months I had been only
raised to twelve.
I soon found George no better draughtsman than I was, if as good. So I

